FOUR       TALES        BY       ZELIDE

ended in humiliation and despair. Later, she
centred her life on Benjamin Constant. This
relation, perilous from a wide disparity in their
ages, was made not less so by the excessive like-
ness of their natures. Eight years of an intimacy
that was sometimes a torture had given her
affe&ion for Constant its most vital hold, when she
saw him reft from her by Madame de Stael. Her
life closed in. She wrote on, dryly, dead books,
and died,

" But for whom can one write nowadays ? "
asked the Abbe de la Tour.

"For me," answered the young Baroness dc
Brenghen. . . .

" Lord, Madam! if only I could - "

" You could," interrupted the Baroness.

" No ; I could not/' said the Abbe, " My Style
would appear too insipid compared to that of the
writers of to-day. Do people pause to observe a
man who is merely walking when they are accus-
tomed to seeing only mountebank tricks or acro-
batic leaps?"

" Yes," said the Baroness, " people do pause to
observe anyone who walks with sufficient grace
and rapidity to a point of interest,"

" Well! I will do my best," said the Abbd
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